872                       BEATJCHAMP'S CAKEEB
Slie was trembling.
Beauchamp  asked her wliisperingly if she had come alone.
" Alone; without even a maid," she murmured. He pulled down the blind of the window exposing them to the square, and led her into the light to see her face. The dimness of light annoyed him, and the miserable reception of her; this English weather, and the gloomy house! And how long had she been waiting for him ? and what was the mystery ? Bene'e in England seemed magical; yet it was nothing stranger than an old dream realized. He wound up the lamp, holding her still with one hand. She was woefully pale; scarcely able to bear the increase of light.
"It is I who come to you:" she was half audible. "This time !" said he.   " You have been suffering ? " "No."
Her tone was brief; not reassuring. " You came straight to me ? " " "Without a deviation that I know of." " From Tourdestelle ? "
"You have not forgotten Tourdestelle, ISTevil ? " The memory of it quickened his rapture in reading her features.   It .was his first love, his enchantress, who was here: and how ?   Conjectures shot through him like lightnings in the dark.
Irrationally, at a moment when reason stood in awe, he fancied it must be that her husband was dead. He forced himself to think it, and could have smiled at the hurry of her coming, alone, without even a maid: and deeper down in him the devouring question burned which dreaded the answer.
But of old, in Korinandy, she had pledged herself to join Mm with no delay when free, if ever free ! So now she was free.
One side of him glowed in illumination; the other was black as Winter night; but light subdues darkness; and in a situation like Beauchamp's, the blood is livelier than the prophetic mind,
" Why did you tell me to marry ? What did that mean ? " said he. " Did you wish me to be the one in